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out ever again opening my eyes until the next morn-
ing, for fear of seeing the devil on my way. Awful
spiritual presences haunted me always in the dark,
when I passed a churchyard or an empty and soli-
tary house. Such a house stood in the pasture where
I used to drive the cow, and when it happened that
she had not come home at nightfall, and I had to
go to find her, the panic I endured from the neces-
sity of searching around this old house no one can
imagine but a boy naturally timid and accustomed
to see ghosts and evil spirits in the dusk. But I
kept my fears to myself and always made a con-
scientious search.

The peculiar ideas concerning conversion and re-
generation, held in common by all the branches of
the adult-Baptist churches, were in my mother's
mind an obsession. Conviction of sin, repentance,
the public confession, profession of faith, and bap-
tism were the necessary degrees to regeneration,
and, looking back on the tortures to which my
mother was subjected by those theological problems
and the daily anxiety she endured until each of us
had passed through the gates of salvation into the
narrow way, I must wonder at that divine maternal
instinct which made her rejoice at my birth, as I
know she did.

The whole community in which we lived, with
the exception of a small Episcopal church, had the
same ideas of conversion and regeneration, and a
prominent feature in our social existence was the
frequent recurrence of the great revival meetings in when I left the kitchen, where we all
